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Indian groom, the sais, is an estimable creature, fond of his
charges and within limits eminently trustworthy, and like
other servants, at his best in camp and on the march. Indeed
the writer has a very lively remembrance of a very tight
corner in the Burma hills, and an empty revolver and am-
munition pouch, when his sais, engaged in bandaging a
wounded charger, suddenly ran up with a forgotten packet
of ammunition from a holster. Your sais may be Hindu or
Moslem, but belongs to a horse-keeping caste that has done
the job for generations.

But now what of the horses? Ah! what of them? That
will depend on your role in life, your corps or your husband's
corps. If he is a cavalryman, or a gunner, there may be one
of the i6-hand Australian horses of imperfect manners. If
he is a polo player there will be a couple or so of polo ponies,
who in these spacious days must be Waler, i.e. Australian
(for Waler, as the world should know, is but short for New
South Wales). The reason for this is that now there are no
height rules, the Country-bred, the Kabuli, and the Arab,
are not big enough, the which in many ways is a folly and
a loss.

The horses of India of the few indigenous breeds that are
worthy of the name, are not many. There are myriads of
little by-blows that carry yeomen to town, but the others are
few and must be talked of later. Here we deal with your
friend the horse of your stables. Par excellence the horse for a
lady's hack is still the Arab. The Arab, the true Arab, as
apart from the fatter, commoner Gulf Arab, as the Persian
horse is often called, is the greatest gentleman in the world.
He comes usually from far-away Mosul, three hundred miles
north of Bagdad, from the dark underground stable of Ali
Bin Talib and his friends, who buy him from the Anizah
and other horse-breeding tribes. The finest horses come for
Arab racing, which still flourishes in Western India, but not
to the extent of days gone by, for the English horse and the
Australian now have pride of place. But even the lesser and
cheaper Arab, the horse that won't win a race, is the purest